
CAST OF CHARACTERS.

MARGARET GRAEME, social
favorite, drops society to study
law and becomes secretary to
District Attorney Halloran.

JOHN LEONARD, explorer, en-
ggd to Margaret.CA"RLES MOREHOUSE HAL-

LORAN, the district attorney.
EDWIN MARTEL, whom father
has left his money to charity,
friend of Leonard's.

ELSIE DRAYTON, young artist,
engaged to Martel.

MRS. WIGGS, janitress of stu-
dio building in which Elsie
lives.

EIGHTH STORY.
Margaret Graeme hail amazed her

friends by dropping out of the social
nold fo: a time, and returnig to it
with the iiueer statement that she had
been taking a course in law
People wondered what John Leonard

would think of this freak on the part of
the pretty but strong-willed girl to whom
he had so ling been engaged.
But Leonard wis not given to airing

his Otinions for the berwlit of the pub-
lic. Moreover, he was used t, Margaret's
eren.t-' wsays. I! deed. he hall tolerated
them in a half-amused fashion i-ver irce
he ar: sh hi be-n children together.
Then. too. he had nev: irterests of his

own. just then. tnat so ahorbed him as

to leave Intl- tim' Or thought for tesser
unattera
The Explorers club. of which he was

a memtr. wis (rgasnlzing an expedition
into the unpopulated hint rlands of Ira-r
zil-an exedition whic'h Ieonard had
largely finance I and wNhih he was to
lead
Preparatione for this sLx months' ab-

senc, from N'w York ergrossed his
whole attention fir weks. At length all
was ready. and his pass'ge was hooked
on a Brazil-iouri steatm'r which was to
pail at Z a m. on New Ye-ar's day.

In the early afternoon of New Year's
Eve. Leonard caller at the i raeme house
to sav 2od-he to Alargsret. He had
horped to spe hiis lact eve'.'ln with her.
before etarting on the journey. But there
were st:!: ailozen ".is things" to attend
to be fire sailIng, so hr made his ctl
earlier in the day.
He fount 'Margaret in the living-room

of her father's home. waiting for him
with an eaz' rn. s she hat not shown
towa-rd hi viKIs for man' c long day.
For a m-om' r t he It ,.onsclence-

stricken it thouzht of going away for a
half xear fron a ;irl wh,-, seemed to
lo'e hi so d-arly RBt Margaret's first
wms',-'ived hint.

Conzrat-ilat ne -' she exclaimed.
*I'v just had the most wonderful bit of
li-k. I was afraid you wouldn't call be-
fore I had to go out. And I wanted to
tell vou''
"What is the- wonderful news?" he

ashr]d ailv. masking his chagrin that
her zreeting w-s so impersoni1 and that
She had thouigh of going out on this
loet afirnoon h,. coniihl he with her
"What I- happenedi? Have they d tclderd to admit y.,i to the lar. after only
evern mo-ths of law study' Or." a shade

Cf hop" in his vslee, "have you decidled
to r"-r, e tiday and come to Brazfl
with me?"
'NIther of' those miralies has hap-

pened." she tole him. ''Put something
better than ethe- or both of them. Ir.
Hal'-ran ha T-rormised to make me his
serest ' Think of that'

m tr:n g to think f it." said Leon-
ard in p rlexity "Bit it doesn't make
Fense to met Why sio-u!d a wil!-to-do
girl want to be av man's secretar'--and
depr'.v Some reedsv u- of a good job
And, who Is 'MNr Hi-ltoran"
"Who is Mr. lalloran?' she echoed. Ie

noring his first' estior "Next sou'll
be asking 'Who lN Thcotre Rooseelt?'
or 'Who is An!rew (irnegie? Don't you
read th pap-rc at al!? ir has that silly
Brazil xpedition taken up all your mind
,,r. 'harles Mforhomee Halloran, my
Ignorant friend. is the new dilstrict at-
torney who was elected last Nov'ember
nrd who takes cfic tomerrmy' morning.
An-'.
"Oh runt i Leonard in dIsgust.

"That Halloran"'
''Wtll' she snapped. "You needn't

speak of him a if h, were an asheart It
driver. H is 'ne of thr mist brilliant
crimin IwVers in Anierica and e'cry-
body' says he will be :ovi rn'r or tnited
States senator sone day. He-'
"HIe is cne of the most unscrupulous

nnd corrupt machine politiciars in the
city." contradlicted Lneonard. "And if
he ever rises to a high-r office. he'll get
It in the same way and for the same
purpose as he got the district attorney-
ahii-through graft and for graft "

"You shan't speak so of him ." said the
girl, sharply "Mr. Halloran ' a friend
fit mine, ant of father's. too. And I
wont hear him villifted, even by you."
"But he-
"He appreciates mv ability and my am-

bitions for a care-er I" she hurried on.
enthusiastically. "He Is going to make
me his secretary, and to help me show
what a woman can do wehen for once she
is given a faIr chance."
"A fair chance for what?" demanded

Leonard. in some irritation. "To become
the instrument of a social syste-m that Is
5o merciless and so unjust that it be-
longs in the Fifteenth c'entur-y rather
than in the Twentieth? Don't take up
that sort of work. M1argaret. Don't do
It. It's cot suited to any woman. LeastI
of all to a woman who has been brought
up as you have:"
"Isn't it?" she sneered. "I suppose you

hase the fosail old Idea that a woman'si
place Is in the home?'
"If there is a nobler place than the:

home. I don't know where it is." he re-
turned. "But I'm not insisting that<
women stay thecre. They have ventured1
into a thousand honorable fields of en-
deavor. But the position of secretary to
the district attorney isn't one of them.
Certainly not for you, dear. You have no
right to--"

"I have a right to do as I please.'
"You have not." lie denIed. "No one

has. Edwin Mgartel's father thought he
*had a right to do as he pleased.' So he
left his money to charity instead of lea.-
leg It to the son he had never trained to
ern a living. And, as a result of his
bther's injustice. Martel Is dead broke."

"I'm not interested in your friend Ed-
WIn Martel. I--'
"But I am." Interrupted Leonard. "I'm
Smuch interested in him that I'm going
ltake him on my Brazil trip as one of

-.yU assitata. It wIll give him work
ad a livelIhood and teach him to rough
-,While he is shapIng his plans for the
Storle. I made him the ofrer today and

acetdit. I'm to meet him at
eathl past eleven tonight toIhk i Sinailmgtruetioaand he a
this dese't intret yea" he In- 1
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ails with me at 2 in the morning. I
shed, noting her air of boredom. "But
m telling it to you to show that if I
to out of my way to help a mere ac-
uaintance like Edwin Martel, I'm will.
ng to go 50 times deeper to hell) you out
f the foolish mess you've got yoursell
nto by this political job with Halloran.'
*"You talk as if I weren't able to shape
ny own life," she snapped. vexed by hit
nanner, "as if I were some irresponsible
hild."
"You are." he answered. "You're a

bIld playing with toys you don't under-
tand and whose danger must he showr
o you'by someone who has your welfare
.t heart. Margaret. I've seldom asked a
avor of you. But-dear, give up this
illy ambition. Don't accept Halloran't
fier. You can't realize what it--
"I still seldomer ask a favor of you.'hebrokeIn irorically. "Give up thii
Illy expedition to Brazil. Don't accept
he Explorers' club offer."
"What?' he demanded. taken aback.
You'd have me give up my Brazil trip'
urely, you're not in earnest? Why, it
ieans my whole career."
"So does this secretaryship mean my
,hole career." said Margaret. "You acl
ae to give it up. Yet when I ask the
ame kind of sacrifice from you-'
"As you wish." he decided, compressing
is lips. "I agree. Give up this job and
will resign my leadership of the Brazil

xpedition. It is a bargain."
"You're-you're joking," she exclaimed,
tterly taken aback.
"I am in earrest." he corrected. "It
n't a thing to Jo',e about-the spoiling
f a man's career and-"
"Then why do It?"
"It sems the only way to save you
rom this crazy plan of yours.'
"It is not:" she flamed. 'And there is
o way to turn me from this wonderful
hance that has come to me. I'm not
oing to make any such absurd bargain
s you suggest. I won't."
"Margaret!" he begged. "he sensible.
ask only-"
"You have no right to ask anything.
'ou are not my master."
"I am the man you have promised te
iarry."
"I didn't know I was making that
romise to a petty tyrant who would tryr) make a household drudge and a slave
f me and strargle all my aspirations."
"Margaret."
"But sine you aren't content with me
% I am." she raged on, "and since you
an't appreciate my aims and hopes-
'hy--why-here"'
She stripped the engagement ring from
er left hand and held it out to him.
"'What do you mean?" he asked bewil.
ered.
"I mean that you seem to regard an
ngagement ring as a fetter. to make mie
our slave. I refuse to wear fetters.
'ake it:"
He stood staring at her in amaze lils
ick t'f cnmorehension served to increase
Cr anuer. Vith a childish, petulant ges-
ure she flung the ring to the floor at
Is feet.
"That Is my arswer to the man who-ies to ' p my life." she said hotly.
That should he anv sf'lf-respecting
7oman's answer to a man who would
lip the wings of her spirit and tie her
own to a home."
He made no move to pIk up the ring
hat glittered on the ru: at his feet. But
he hevilderment faded from his face to
e succeeded by a look of almost physi-
al pain. Long ard earnestly he gazed
t the willful girl, who returned h!s
lance so fiercely. Then he said. very
lowly:
"I am going row. You will not hear
rom me in any way for more than six
months. But some day I shall tome
aek to you. And by that time eharp
xperience will have brought you to your
rses. I would have saved you from

hat experience if I could. I love you.'
He left the room and the house aith.
ut so much as a backward glance.
Margaret stared after him-at first In
nger; then incredulouslY. Presently a
mile wreathed her lips--the smile of n
aighty child who wants to be forgiven.
She took an impulsive step toward the
oorway through which he had vanished.
'aueing. she picked up the discardeding and gazed wistfully at it.
"Come back." she called softly.
But John Leonard had passed out of
earing. And, realizing this. Margaretank into a chair, burying her face in her
ands.
Little by little her remorse merged into
esentment at the memory of Leonard's
ehavior. Then, by sheer will power shebrust Teonard himself from her mem-
ry. The district attorney-elect was th
t7-e with her father and herself. Unter
talloran and ehe were stlanning to look
n at the New Year's Eve revels in one
f the hig restaurants.
It was to be a jolly evening, and Mar
aret was resolved to look her very pret-
lest. for the benefit of her new employer.ted eyes and an aching heart do not
dd to a girl's attractiveness. So Mar-
aret decided to do away with both these
efects by putting Leonard out of her
lind-for the present at least.
And, forcing herself to forget the scene
hat had jutt ended, she prepared (with

'hat gay spirits she could summon up)
or the Newv Year's Eve frolic.

5 . * * * *

"Edwin Martel." Leonard had once
aid,'*"ia a living proof that luck is the
Cry worst thing in the world-for the
ellow who hasn't got it."
And he was right. Born and brought
p to the idea that he was to inherit
nodly fortune, M.artei found himself cast
n the world at twenty-five, withouta
ollar, without a trade or profeesion or
he habit of working for a livelihood,
rid with a set of expensive habits that
.e could no longer gratify.
The man was strong, willing, eager tc
earn, But for lack of the right equip-
aent. he was barely able to pick up the
raost precarious sort of a living.
The chance to go with Leonard to Bra-
I came to him as a godsend. He was
ot only out of work and'-at the very end
fhis resources, but he was also engaged

o be married.
E!eie Drayton, whom he had met atn
ance, was probably the wcrst bit ofI-luck of all that had befallen Martel.he was a high-strung, ill-disciplined girl
rho had come to New York to study art,
nd in whom the artistic temperament
rowded out any natural common sensehe may have had,
She had fallen in love with the good-
Doking Martel at sight, and had de-
Iberately set out to smiake him propose

a her, As she was pretty and as he ws

ong and lonely and susceptible, she
ad easily succeeded in this effort,
Martel was in love with her-or thought
e was, which amounts to almost the

ame thing. But nine-tenths of their mu-
ual love was on her side,

His engagement made the man all te

more anxious to earn a living that would

upport a wire, Hence his joy at
eonard's offer, Yet, knowing Elsis
ysterical devotion for him, he dreaded

a tall her dt the job that would entAin

half-year', absence. from her; ev

bought it mnWaht s.. to ., -.

riage than his former prospects had war.
ranted.
But the news must be broken to her

soon or late. So, finishing his- rather
meager packing, and having an hour or
so to spare before meeting Leonard at
Dorley's restaurant, he made up his m!nd
to have the ordeal over with, and to
tell his tidings and may good-by at the
same time.
Accordingly, somewhat late in the even-

Ing. he left his own lodgings and suit-
ease in hand, set forth for the studio
street in which Elsie Drayton lodged.
Elsie's tiny apartment was in a ramt-
shackle building devoted to cheap steliers
and presided over by an ugly and elderly
janitress, Mrs. Wiggs by name.
Mrs. Wiggs, from her own quarters at

the end of the hall. heard Martel's foot-
steps on the stairs and peered out. See-
ing Edwin halt at Elsie's door, she
nodded and returned to her room. She
knew of the engagement and was used
to 3eeing Martel call at the girl's apart-
ment.
Elsie, recognizing the knoc*c, came run-

ning to the door to admit her ]over.
"Oh, I'm so glad-so glad to see you!"

she greeted him. "I've been crying my
eyes out because I was afraid you were

going to let New Year's Eve go by with-
Out coming to see me. I thought it
meant you were getting tired of me. I
tried to get you on the telephone, but
I- What's in the suitcase?" she broke
off her speech of welcome. "A New
Year's present for me?"
"In-in a way a New Year's present

for both of us," he evaded.
"For both of us?' she repeated. "You

mean it's something for the house when
we get married?"
"Not exactly." he said, finding It hard

to come to the joint. "I moan it repre-
sents our chance-my chance to make
good and-"
"It must be a pretty sorrowful chance,"

she commented. "to jUdgehy your face.
Why, Ed. you look as if you'd lost your
beat friend. What's the matter, dear?'

"I want to talk something over with
you," he said, setting down the suit-
case In a corner of the room and coming
back to where she stood. "Something
that means a lot to us both."
"Ed"' she insisted. "Slomething horri-

hle has happened. I can tell from your
face. What is it ?"
"Why, I-"
"If it's money," she intervened. "won't

you let me hell, you out? I got a 'heck
tolay for that Harding sketch and I'm
ever s., flush. I'd love to lend you all
of it."

iLittle girl." he said. touched at hem
offer and taking her in his arms as he
Spioke, "it's dear of you to wan to let
me have your money. But I haven't sunk
:Ow enuu-th yet, to, borrow frtm a woman.
And if I make good on this expedition
I'll have cash to start life square. I'll-"
"Expedition?" she echoed. ''What ex-

N'dition?"
lie drew a long breath and nerved him-

self to go through with the explanation.
"I'm at the end of my resources." he

began. "Ym know that. I'm out of
work and with no chance to get a job
that will pay me a marrying salary."
"But-"
"But I have an offer," be hurried on.

"An offer that will mean everything to
me-to both of us."
"An offer? You mean an omer of a

job.' Isn't that splenldil? Tell me aIout
it."
"John Leonard has offered me a splen-

did salary' and a chamnce for big ad-
vance-if I'll join his expedition to
Brazil."
"To Brazil?" she gasped.
"Yes. We sail at 2 o'ciok tomorrow

morning. With luck we ought t,- be back
here in six tmontlhs or so. And-'
"I don't think that's a very amiusing

Joke, Ed." she interrupted. "It isn't nice
to say things--even in fun-to frih!en
teople. Esisecinlvy people who lovecam"
"It isn't a joke." he said m:ierably.

"It's true. We sail at o' lock. I've
come to say g.,od-by. I n to mieet Leonard
at Dorley's it half put eleven. to-'
"Ed:" she ried, aghast. "Youre not-

you're not in earnest?"
"Yes." he told her. "And it's the

chance of a lifetitm,. It'll nian we can
marry much sooner than we thought we
could. Perhaps as soon as I g.'t back.
The salary--"
But the girl cut short his explanation

by throwing her arms about hs ncok
and bursting into a silasm of uncontrolled
weepnig.
"Ed!" she meaned brokenly. "You

can't-you can't-I this. You can't mean
that you are going away to leave me
all alone' For more than half a year,too' Why, you wouldn't do such a cruel
thing, dear! You wouldn't! I love you
so'.
"Little girl " he said, soothing her as

best he cou!d. "don't take it that way.
Don't. dear: Won't you be sensible andI
look on the other side of it? It means
an absence from you; but only so that
we can he together again, and so that
we can marry. Why. as things are now
we might have to wait for years before
I could get a marrying j.b. And this
trit) will mean-"
"You shan't go!" she sobbed hysteri-

cally. "You shan't do it' Y,,u asked me
to marry you. You made me love. And
now you want to desert me."
"Don't be so absurd!" he commanded,

his nerves raw. "You talk as if I were
trying to get rid of you instead of-"
"And so you are: You are-"
"Instead of going into exile and peril

and hardship for your sake! I came here
to be strengthened and cheered for tmyjourney. And instead you are taking
the heart all out of me, by-"
"That's right!" she cried shakily.

"Blame me: Desert me and then blame
me for it! Oh, I wish I was dead! Ed
Martel, if you loved me one atom you
couldn't talk of going away from me
like this!"
"Lord preserve us from a woman who

Is determined to be a fool!" groaned
Martel. "Elsie, for heaven's sake, pullyourself together and try t6 help me in-
stead of being a millstone around Aiy
neck!"

"It's a millstone you're going to cast
off." she scoffed tearfulily, "so what dif-
ference does it make?"
"I'm not casting you off," declared the

exasperated man. "I've tried to explain
for the last half hour that I'm going on
this expedition only to help us get ahead
in the world-"
"To help yourself get rid of a 'mtill-stone,' you mean! You are deserting me.

And you say as an excuse that It's for
my sake. Why don't you say out and out
that you hate, nme and that you are throw-
ing me over!"
"I'm not!" he denied wearily. "I'm do-

ing the only sane thing, A wife should
be a help to' her husband. What pros-
pect of happiness have you and I, If you
are going to hamper me and hold me back
every time I get a chance for advance-
ment? Oh, can't you be sensible f'or
once, dear, and put your selfish wishes
and your hysteria in second place and try
to be an aid to me Instead of a bin-
driace? Brace up. little girl, and be sane.
Don't send me away with the memory of
a face ali blotched wIth tears!"
"I'm not going to send you away at

all!" shrIlled Elsie, her high voiee
pitched almost in a scream, "I'm not
going to let you leave me. You promised
to marry me. And now you want to de-
sert me. I'm going to hold you to your
solemn promise, E2d Martel."
Mrs. Wiggs, in her cubbyhole room at

the far end of the hall, paused in her.
preparations for bed as the sound of the
tearful, -angry voice reached her, The
old jaintress had few amusements in
life. The overhearIng of a lovers' quar-
rel .s eut chances of an interestIngf9ve
Mrs. kicked off her flappingsiiPpese, deed her door softly, sandpadded, pussy-footed, down the hall to-

ward Elsie's apartment. She halted as
wear the apartment door as she
darq, In deepi disapointnmnt abe notedth..the growing noise of the New YearsUsa an aes. am th int.-- u.. a..

of the dialogue except now and then a
stray phrase. Mrs. Wiggs could hea
the voices of the two lovers in angry dis.
pute; but she could catch none of Mar
tel's words and aggravatingly few of
Elsie's.
"There is no use in keeping this ur

any longer," said Martel. "We both say
what we'll be sorry for. And I don't want
my absence to be marred by ugly mem
ories like that. Since you won't under
stand that I'm not a cur and deserting
you, I'll so now. I've barely time tc
meet Leonard at Dorley's, as it Is. Tr
due there in five minutes. I've over
stayed my limit here. I'm sorry it'
been such scene as this. Good-by.
Elsie. Try to think as kindly of me at
you can."
He picked up the suitcase. The frantik

girl suddenly lost the last atom of her
shaky self-control. Flying at him, she
seized the suitcase and tried to tear i1
away from him.
None too gently he pulled the suitcase

away from her. She lost her balance
slipped on the polished floor and fell at
full length. lie sprang to lift her to her
feet, but tlie half-crazed girl thrust hirr
from her, s'hrieking:
''Don't! Ion't! You're killing me!"
Mrs. Wiggs, hovering near the key

hele. caught the words, and she thrille
with excitement. Apparently this war
no mere quarrel, but a battle.
"Don't be foolish, dear." pleaded Mar

tel in a voiee too low to reach beyond
the door. "You are behaving like s

cranky baby. It isn't worthy a growr
woman. Get up and stop acting so."
Somewhat roughly he drew her to her

feet: then turned to go. With a cry she
flung herself upon the suitcase. As he
tugged to get it away from her th(
catch slipled.
The bag flew open and its content

were scattered broadcast. Collars, shirts
underclothe, brushes. neckties and coati
strenei the floor. At Afartel's feet tum.
bled a revolver that had been rolled ui
in his sweater at the hottom of the case.
ElsI- caught sight of the fallen weapon.

I-fore Martel could stoop she had seized
it and was brandishing it above her
head'..
"If you don't promise not to desert

ime-' she began.
"Irop that thing. you little idiot!" he

growled. catching her wrist in both handl
and, by a quick wrench, disarming ier
"Hteroics and hysteries don't mix well
with firearms. It serves me right for
pak'ng the t 1iotol at nil. I would have
lt it behmd, but my father gave it tc

nie ani had my name carved on the
butt. I don't lelieve in carrying weapons.
And when a daffy girl gets hold of
them-"

lie fini.hed the sentence with an ex-
p:, 5.sve gesture of the hand that held
thI re'volr. E mimisunulerstoo,--or af-
frtel to tiisunderstanti-the movement.
Ani sh screamed:
"Shoot im,. thenr Go ahead and shoot

me. I've nothing to live for now."
'Ths ain't just a scrap." mused Mrs.

Wiges, catching the shrill words. It',
beill'ginning I-I. k like murder. The land-
lorl wll give meilazcs if I let folk
kill each other here."
Martl dropped the pistol into the sid.

potket of his -rat. It was an old coat
one he lall lonned for shlphoard wear.
And the pecket into which he thrust th'
revolver was a ocket into which ho
had onlc inadvertantly dropped a lighted

lte. Almost the entire bottom of it
1,surne~d ou t
The piStol thirforeS slipped through ant

fell again t,1 tle flor. But this time it
landed atpl a cIp little fur rug whose
th'knes deadlted the fall, so that it
Was unhe-r'1 Iw Martel thr.uzh the
clm or of El- - raging voioe.

Shot me'" se was sobbdi:ng "I'dcth r I;, tihan ive. I swear I won't) 1%. if '"A le ne' I swa-r it-
The m:In lookel hopeiessly at the
nivierin:: girl Then his roving glance

fe-II ulp'e a tal,- el-k. The hand. point-ei t-, 11 7-the very hour and tmiute he
was lue to meet Leonard at Drtlev's
restaurint, a full ten minutes' ualk dis-
tant.
'If I don't get there on time." hie mut-

terrd. ''he mv thick I'm not coming and
sa'I with-ut me. I haven't a second ti
lose*''

IHe caught up the suitcase and started
heastile to r-,ack it. Rut Elsie sprang
at himt againl an'd twined her fingers it
the ease's handle,; r that nothing short
of 'ainful fre could loosen her grasp.
"Iet g " ie I leaded. "Oh. don't be

sulch a hahvi"
"I wou't let go"' she panted. dizzy

with the strain of h-r emotions.
won't' let you go, either! I-"
Martel gave snother despair~ng look

at the clock. Then releasing his hold
on the suit, ae he balted from the apart-
mient hefore Elsle could stop him or Be
mulltch as guess his intent.
Elsle took a staggering step or two in

picr1.it. Rut her knees collapsed under
her. Her oarwrought brain gave way
"he slumped to the floor in a dead faint.
Mrs. WiNrgs. in Iral lest the entertain-

ing 1:1arrel shoull degenrate into a kIll-
inc, had startpd toward her own roon
to put on her slipers and go forth thence
to summon al. Thus she wholly missed
Martel's departure. Presently. returning
to Elsle's door. slipper in hand. she
listened again. Hearing no sound at all
above the New Year's Eve din in the
streets, se decided the quarrel had been
patched up. So she tiptoed back to her
own room and noce more prepared to gc
to bed.
John Leonard. at - a corner table in

lorley's. looked at his watch for the
tenth time. Martel was already 11 min-
utes late for the appointment.
"Eleven fort'-one:" he murmured. "Ii

this is a sample of Martel's efficiency
might better have picked out another

assistant. le-"
Through the crowd of guests Edwir

Martel thrust his way to Leonard's ta-
ble.

"I'm sorry to he so late." he apologized
breathing heavily as if from a hard run
"I was detained. I went to say good-by
to the girl I'm engaged to. She didn't
IWant me to go. And-"'

"Yotu're a lucky mian!" commented
Leonard bitterly. "The girl I'm engaged
to was perfectly willing to have me go.
Indeed, she hinted that she doesn't care
if she never sees me again."
"Hard luck!" sympathized Martet

"But, at that, it's better than hav'ini
pne's sweetheart threaten to kill herself
because one is going away."
"Did your sweetheart do that?" askel

Leonard in wonder, "Lord, but I env3
you! Mine practicalty turned me out o0
her house and threw my ring at me. Tot
don't know what a treasure you have
I'd give all my money to be In you
shoes-to have some woman really care
because I'm going to leave her."
"'And I'd give all the money I nevel

expect to have," returned Martel. "tt
have had Elsie spare me the scene I've
just been through. Tears and reproacher
aren't Pleasant souvenirs to carry awa
on a long journey."
"Then why carry them with you?

asked Leonard.
"What do you mean?"
"At the end there's really nothini

worth while', except love, The man wh<.
has that, has ev'erything. The man wh<
hasn't it, has nothing, There is a gir
sobbing her heart Out because your
going away, Take my advice. G<
straight back to her,"
"Back to her?"
"Yes," said Leonard, "Go back to bet

Try to reconclle her to your going. Il
you can't, then wait and join me bya
later boat, A few <'ays' delay won't d<
any harm. And it may serve to make hel
see things differently."
"But I-"
"It's worth while, I tell you," saliIeonard vehemently. "I know-I who n

longer have any woman's love, Do as
advise, Go back to her. I'll wait to
you on the pier. If you aren't .there a
sailing time I'il know you've taken ml~vice about giving her a few days mnore

yousciey.I'll go ahead and rI
ernect van hw the next heat, Hum

Martel! Don't let any woman go
weeping when you can .Spare a momen1
sorrow. That may sound sentimenti
But it's true. It's just 12 o'clock
glancing again at his watch. "She m4
still be up."
Ten minutes later Martel was climbi

the stairs he had descended a halt ho
cesrler-the stairs leading to Elsi
apartment.
Meantime the girl had gradually reco

ered from her swoon. Sitting up. dame
ly. she looked about her in vacant-ey,
amaze. Then she saw the suit case a
the scattered clothes on the floor. An
all at once she remembered.
The man she adored had deserted her

had left her all alone in the world. Ai
she cried aloud in anguish and reawa
ened grief.
The cry reached the ears of Mi
Wigs. who was winding her alarm clo.

prior to getting Into bed. The janitre
paused, set down the clock and reach,
for some of her lately removed ga
ments. Presumably, It was going to
worth while to dress again and do a liti
more eavesdropping.

Elsie's dilated eyes strayed from ti
suitcase to something on a rug beside
Something that plinted queerly in tl
larmplight. It was Edwin Martel's r
volver.
As though hypnotized by its glittl

r he continued to stare at It. -Present
her hand went forward. almost stealt

and her fingers closed around I
pistol butt. Here, to her disorderd min
was the full and final solution of h
problem.
Martel had left her. And. in leavin

he had taken away all that made li
worth living. Perhaps when he shou
hear she was dead, he might be sorr
From the grave she could sting him wi
a b-trb of remorse.
This was his own pistol, too-this PI

tol whose muzzle' felt so gratefully co
against her fever-hot flesh.

Elsie let herself play morbidly with ti
idea. as a child morbidly bites on a so
tooth. She knew little of firearms. B
she had heard that If a trigger we
pressed hard enough-
She did not know just how hard o,

needed to tug, before the pistol wou
ao off. And, experimenta!lv. she tigh
ened her forefinger arourd the trigger.
There was a flash-a roar that reve

berated through the whole loose-door
apartment-a pungent smoke cloud fill,
the little room.
Mrs. Wiggs. half-dressed. heard il

report. Flinging a long cloak arour
her. she dashed down the hall. Outsi,
Elsie's door she paused. No sound can
fronl inside. She was abut to turn ti
knob. when It occurred to her that Ma
tel. who had doubties fired the shi
might very possibly put a second hull
Into her own head should she break
Ipn the scene of carnage.
So she fled down th pa'sageway ar

down the stairs and out into the ml
night city.
In the studio street, a throrg of re

elers were making night hideous wi
their racket. Horns. rattles. confet
"licklers.' cowbells, ticker-talpe, and
dozen other temper-wrecking devic
were in evidence. A mimIc battle h;
stPrung up In the middle of the wal
Groups of hystanders, on their way
restaurants, had halted to laugh at ti
spectacle. A peg-poft policeman look,
otn with tolerant grin.
Suddenly, the policeman drew himse

up and saluted, as a man and a worm
in evening dress paused rear him
watch the fun. Patrolman O'Brien h
a good memory for faces. And this ma
with the sledner. fair-haired girl on I
orrm, was Charles Morehouse Hallora
!he new district attorney who was
take omce tomorrow.
irm.rir. sTll ncw enough to poll.

lefrence to be gratified by it, return
the salute.
"You see." nhispered Margaret, "A

ready you're famous. A year ago, th
blutr(oat wuil! have ord red you to mo,
cn. Now, he salutes you as if you we
the President."

Perhaps," gallartly suggested Ha
loran. "he is saluting the beauty of n
new secretary. He--"
Mrs. Wlzgs, plowinz her wa, in flu

t0red manner, through the crowd, flut
irrslf at Patrolman O'Brien.
"OM< er:' she squalled. "There's be

mnurder done back here, not two minut
ince Conme quick:"
'Murder"' repeated O'Brien. "Wher

Who?"
"Rack at the studio buildin.' You knc

the place. Miss Elsie Drayton, one
our tenants. She's just been shot 1
Mr. Martel. He's the man who's be<
keepin' company with her. They qua
reled. something terrible, this event,
An just now he shot her. Just as t!
clock was a-etrikin' twelve. I--"
O'Brien wailted for no more. He beg;

to push a path through the jolly crov
that hemmed in so thightly.
"Way. there." he bellowed. trying

make himself heard :ove the din
cowlell. horn, and rattle. "Let
through"
"Officer"' spoke Halloran, at his s

"take this young lady and myself wi
you. It is midnight; and my official d
ties can begin with the first murder
the new year."
"Certainly, sir.' azreed O'Brien, co

voying them slowly through the pack
people. "Come along If you like."
"Do you mind?"' Halloran asked Me

garet Graeme. "You krow you mu
get used to such things, If you are to
my secretary."
"Of course, I don't mind." she assur

him, excited at the prospect. "and I c
be of help by taking notes for you. 0
why can't we move fastcr? We're air
ply crawling."
"You're lucky we can move at a

miss, said the policeman, over his shot
der, "in a mob like this."
Five minutes later, Martel entered I

sle Drayton'- studio. On the floor. und
the dim-turned light. lay the body
the girl from whom he had parted a ba
half hour before. Near-by gleamed t
revolver.
With a cry. Martel flung himself

his knees beside the dead woman. 1
body was still warm. 'He got to his ft
and stared dumbly at her. Scarce kno
Ing what hie did, he pIcked up thei
volver-and recognized it as his own,
Out into the hallwa'y he reeled. wi

some vagrue Idea of shoutIng for he
But horror had, for a moment, strick
bin, dumb. Scarcely had he started doi
thbe passage when he saw several po
hurrying toward him from the head
the staIrs. One of them was a policem,
Martel darted back into the room.
show them the way.
Turning, just Inside the doorway.

faced the policeman who had enter
at his heels. The oversealous offic
anxious to show off his prowess tot
new district attorney, leaped at Mar
and grappled with him.
Martel, utterly taken back, instinctil

ly defended himself, but a lesw fr<
the policeman's nightstick knocked h
senseless.
He came to hImself In station hot

cell. Next morning he faced a charge
murder.
The public agreed that Halloran beg

his official duties as district attorney
extremely prompt and efficient work

Pthe Martel case. Not only had he v
ited the scene of the murder' within t
minutes after the commission oft
crime, and had been present at the pt
oner's arreat, but he had personally hi
died every detail of the prosecution.
Moreover, be was aided, most tote:

gently, by a young society woman, Ms
Margaret Gr-aeme, whom he had appoil
ed as his personal secretary, and wi
it was said, worked day' and night In pl
fecting the case against liIsie Draytoi
slayer.
The case Itself seined clear enough.

Ibrief review of It, sent out by the Aa
cdated Press, was printed in a lori

[ newspaper .which later was used

"stuffIng" for a box of supplies forwa
tad to an exploring expedition In the ft
ther wilderness .of Brasil.
John Leonard, chancing to pick up t

wad of newspaper, which oes of hias
sistants ha~d just thrown out of the new

on opened box, smoothed it out and glanced
'a over the rumpled pages, News of the
LI. outer world-even very ancient news-is

,
elcome to people far away from civil-

,y ization.
And scanning the smudged inner sheets,

Ig Leonard came across a headline which
Jr caught and riveted his horrified atten-
, tion. The headline was:

MARTEL CONDEMNED TO DIE.
r. Slayer of Elsie Drayton Sentenced to

I- Electric Chair.
*d Followed a New York "date line" andid the following abridged item:d "Edwin A. Martel was yesterday sen-

tenced by Judge Hinkle to die In the
electric chair during the week of March

d !30, for the murder of his sweetheart.
c. Elsie Drayton. an artist.

"Martel was engaged to be married to!
a. Miss Drayton. On the evening of De-
.1 cember 21 he called on her, alledgedly to
m 1say good-by before starting for Brazil on

,d the Leonard expedition. Mrs. Wiggs.
r- janitrees of the studio building in which'
oe Miss Drayton lived, heprd the sounds of
le violent quarreling as she passed along the

hall outside of the victim's apartment.te "She heard Miss Drayton call out In
t. terror: '1 )on't! You're killing me!' and14
ieafterward heard her cry defiantly. 'Shoot

e- me! Go ahead and shoot me" Half an
hour later, Mrs. Wiggs, in her own room.

r, heard a piercing scream followed al-
ly most at once by a pistol shot.

1- "Rushing out into the street to sum-
le mon help, she returned presently with

d,
Patrolman O'Brien. just as Martel. pis-
rtol in hand, was making his escape. At
slight of the policeman. Martel ran back

i, Into the room. O'Brien followed hiIr ard.
o after a fierce struggle, succeeded in over-

Id coming the murderer.
y., "Martel's defense. oddly enough. %as
h an alibi. It Is establhhed that-the shoot- I

ing occurred precisely on the stroke of;
. midnight. Martel admitted visiting Miss

al Drayton on that evenin;. but declared I
he left her apartment at 11:4i1 and did

e not return until 12:10. He said he .rent the'-, intervening time at Dorle>'s restaurant <
It with John Leonard and that he was tak-
-eing his leave of Leorard as the clock
struck 12.

, "Mr. Leonard sailed for Barzil at twots
d in the morning. before Martel recovered']
t. conselousness after hi- tussle with the I

policeman. All efforts. by the prisoner'sl1
r- attorneys. to locate Mr. Leonard havel*
d failed. as he is in the 'hinterland.'
d bes ond the reach of telezraph

"It is needless to say, no credence was
e placed In Martel's remarkab! a:ib:: since I
d all evidence points to the fact that he <
le did not leave Mise Dravton's apartment'(
le from the moment he first ent, red it.11
ie until he attempted to es ape after the
r murder was committed. The revolver
t, with which the vi. tim was k:led. bore

'tMartel's name carved on the butt
n "Great credit is due to Distri-t At-

torney C. M. H'aloran for his brilliant
d handling of th, cape. and to his pretty,
I- secretary, Miss Margaret Graemne, for her

really noteworthy aid in buijding up the
r- Impregnable structure of evidence
h against the accused."
1. John Iconrrd read the badly crumpled
a article with eyes abulge. lie looked
*s again at the date, then groaned aloud..d An hour later he was on his way to the
c. nearest town that had a telegraph of-
:o fice, and then-e. post-haste, to the
le coast. . . . .

d Margaret Graeme sat In the library
of her father's house. A book lay on

If her lap. But she was not reading.
n The last few months had put prema-
0 ture :ins into her face, and there was
d a new look of melancholy-almost of
4. terror-in her eyes.
Is And thus John Leonard, on his way
1. uptown from the ship, found her. She
Io rose to Creet him as he entered the

loom. But he paid no heed to her
timidly outstretched hand or to her de-
precating smile of welcome. His fiast
curt words were:

1- "I am too late. My cablegram was de-
it layed some how in Brazi:. The operator
-e went on a spree. I suppose. I find It

'enever reached the district attorney until
this morning. I heard. by wireless. yes-

1 terday. of Edwin Martel's execution.
.y "Don't'" she shuddered. "Oh, let me

forget it!"
F- "Forget it?" he said raspindy. "For-
1g get that you he:ped send an innocent

man to his death? You will be lucky if
'never you can fo:get it. Or perhaps." he
sneered. "independent womanhood and a

public 'career' take no account of such
trifles as a judicial murder."
"Don-t." she said again. imploringly.

w "Oh, John, do you suppose you can

make me feel worse than I do? WV'hen he
was sentenced he turned toward me and
looked me full in the eyes. And his look
went through me like white-hot Iron. All

e t orce I knew. whatever the evidence
against him, that Edwin Martel was in-

n nocent. I went to the district attorrey
I begged him-on my knees I begged h:o'f
-to get Martel a reprieve until you cou'd
be heard from. Mr. Halloran Just laugh-
ed at my plea and said: 'Reprieve and
suci legal delays are for rich men. Not
for poor guys who haven't cash or in-
fluence. If it wasn't for an occasional

Ih poor man caught in its meshes, the law
would never have a fair chance and I d
never make a record I resigned my
secretaryship. that very minute. and
came back home. But I can never undo

,fwhat I have done."
"Never," coldly assented Leonard.

r- "The law has been satisfied. And justice
lt hap been cheated. If Edwin Martel had
>e had money enough. he could have gotten

a delay until I came home. As he dIdn't
,,-the law took its course. The law that
n you gave me up for. The law whose

h. study you preferred to the honored posi-
tion of wife and mother."
"(h, John!" she wept. "I have sinnei!

I have sinned horribly. But I've paid.
I- I've paid! I've paid in tears, In afignush.

in heartbreak! Is there no forgiveness?
I Can you never take me back and give
,r me anotoher chance? I'll spend my whole
3f life, trying to atone."
re Like granite his face was set. as he
ie gazed coldly down into her implorng

eyes. Then-between him and the worran
mn who so vainly entreated hil forgiveness
er and love-, shadow seemed to flit. The
et shadow of Edwin Martel. And the

a-
shadowy' lips seemed, to Leonard's

ex---- cited fancy, to murmur:
''Forgive as you hope to be forgiven.

th If I can forgive her, cannot you?"-
Ip. Involuntarily, I eonard's sternly folded
Sn arms opened. And the girl he loved crept
en weeping into their tender shelter.
le (End of Eighth Story)

SMSIE ANDMUSEIANS
ed Wtashington College of Music,

The tenth annual commencement exer-
Lel cises of the Washinton College of

Music took place Tuesday afternoon
.at the Belasco Theater.

m The stage was a picture with its
im deep border of red and white flowers

and its tall background of palms and
se ferns. The entire college orchestra,
of consisting of forty numbers, was

grouped around the two pianos, and
nthe sixteen graduates were seated on

by the right of .the stage. Member. or
in the faculty, Including S. M. Fabian,
ts- president; Frank Norris Jones, vice

en president; Mrs. Oldberg, Mr. Christiani
setand Mr. Paul, were seated at the rear
is- of the stage.
n- Rev. Bernard Braskamp, pastor of

Gurley Memorial Presbyterian Church,
lI- offered a short invocation, and 8. M.
sa Fabian presented the diplomas as fol-

it- lows:

o, Post graduate, George DixonI
ur- Thompson; artist's diploma. Isabelle

i's Norton Gladding, Alma Martha

Thomas. Jocelyn Myra Roberts: teach-
A er's certificate, Florence Emily Quis-

o- enberry. Agnes Stuart Terrett, Crecile

ila Carter. Augusta Elise Bergmann, Ruth
as Thornton Beavers. Margaretha Helene.
11- Frieda Hatuf, Isabel Garvin Shelley.,

ir- Amy Law Ormsby; senior graduate

diploma, Fannie Elizabeth Grag, Jane.

ie Darby. Elenore De Witt Eby. Adele
a- Robinsont.

Il The muical program opened with

an overture. "The Magic Flute. Me-
gart. by the college orchestra, under
direction of C. E. Chriatiana. Mrs.Shelley sang "Hark 'tin the Ltnet," by
Handel. George Thompson played
"Andante Spianato and Piolonaise,"
p. 22. CtopIn. with bessatlbl tech-
nique. This was followed by an
Drchestra number, Symphony No. a.
'Unfinished." by Schubert. Miss Berg-
mann sang "Elsa's Dream." Wagner,
and "The Vain Suit." Brahms with fine
interpretation. Miss Haur, the one
violin graduate, played very credi-
tably. Concerto Op. 26. Sit. showinggood tone and technique.
Miss Gindding followed with theSaint-Saens Concerto. Op. 22. Her

work In this number showed that she
ully deserved her artist's diploma.
Mrs. J. J. Toula. one of Mr Paul'siupils not taking a diploma sang "Von
I:wiger Liebe." by Brahma. Mrs Toula
is appeared before at one Of the col-
ege pupils' concerts this winter. Her
sure contralto voice is most pleasing.
Kies Quisenberry played Va.lse Op 34.Co. 1. Moszkowski. in excellent style.
Krs. Carter. the only graduate in the
0locution department, gave two selec-
ions.
The Misses Darby. Beavers and Grayplayed the three movements Allegro,

kdagio and Finale from Concerto Op
0. Mendelssohn, with orchestra Thisvas extremely pleasing. Miss Thomas.
Al. ) showed such excellent work at
Bat year's omnmencement, and who
ook her artist'e diploma this year,
ang "With Verdure Clad." Haydn an(
'The Maja and the Niglitingale."
;ranadoe Her voice has greatly im-
iroved with the additional year's
A-ork Her singing is finer and ha.
nore depth of tone and her interpre-
ation shows more intelligence Her
-laydn number was especially good.
howing the exquisite quality of her
iOice.
Master Harry Waller. a violin pupil>f Mr Chiistiani. and an under grad.
ate in the college. played "Caprice
oiennois" by Kreisler and Obertaas
dazurka." by Wieniawaki. It Is
eldom one hears such work from a>oy (he is only 15 i His tone isconderful and his technlqua an vsa.
erpretation that of anl artaet. M is[errett played the Nocturne, F sharp
najor. Chopin, and Pialude. C sharp
ninor. very acceptably Mrs Frances
lethume Melby. a pupil of Mrs Old->erg. not g!aduating, sang three
harming numbers. Her beautiful
ontralo voice never was more plea,-
ng. and her rurnhers were received
nost enthusiastically by her many
riends inl the audience and by those
-ho had never had the pleasure of
iearing her before
Miss Efly played the Mendelssohn

'oncerto. Op 25. Presto, with the
orchestra. Misc Ehy was the young-tat graduate in the class and her
flaying deserves marked comrrmenda-
ion. Her technique, interpretation
nd feeling showed great talent and

L promise of a successful musical
uture. Mre Roberts sang "1:e.asant
'radle Song." Mouasorgcky. The pro-
ram was concluded with the 'Three
)ances from Herry VIII. by the
>rchestra. Mrs. rldberg and Mr.
;eorge Thompson played the accom-
>animents.
In the evening a reception and dance

was given at Rauscher-s. The ball-
ooms were handsomely decorated with
tmerican flags and palrmts Among the
arge gathering of fr:ends of the grad-
intes was Miss Margaret Wilson and
iparty of her friendr. who enjoyed
he dancing for more than two hours.

Miss Helen Woods Gantt. who con-
iuets a studio on Capitol Hi:1. has pub-
'shed a new waltz of her own compo-
rtion. entitled Valse Yvette. The piece
has been orchestrated by Mr. Henry
zniith. leader of the Poli orchestra. and
s un the program at that llayhioase
his week.

Vincent Gives Recitall.
A piano recital was given Saturday
wveninng at Mt Pleasant Congregational
'hurch by Clarence Vincent to a large
number of personal friends He was
,resented by Miss Helen Parrington. a

zraduate of the McReynelds schoo:s of
this city, and a pupil of Prof Malek. of
Chicago. The rendition of the folowing
numbers was given with gra.e and pro-
fieiency: Menuetto in B MNirw. Schu-
aert; Aragonaise. Massenet. C'nssolaton,
and Hunting Song. Mendelssohbn. FIrat
Mazurke. Saint Sans; Minuee. Bach.
MacDowell; Prelude in C Mi.nor. and
Mazurka in B Flat. Chopin. Crescenco.
I.asson: Finrr! M1aren. Chopin. i'rh-
lingsrauschen. Sinding Misr Hefen Mac.
Leod-Ciift. contrralo. san seoa-al pop-
ular selections in her usual pleasing
manner. She was atcompanied by Mrs.
MaI-od1. pianist Mr. Vincer.t the
crn of lev Ciaren -e A Vin nt- V 1.
rastor of Mt. .Pleasant i'or.gregational
'hurch He rraduated frer; 4entral
High School of ths c:ty in the class
of 191. and in oetober ;: 1 enter Oberlin
C'ollege.

Hart Recital Gvlaen.
A piano recital. Iy the ; 'pils af Edwin

R. Itart, was gien at the sttntio. iql4
Calvert street, on Mond-y niht. The
program follows Mar he Nitaire. Vi.-
tor Beauchamp an! L,,,n \O!nt.Wa\
tide rose. Miss Kate Rosenoorn. i1,er-
ture. Poct and r'en-t. Master Ien
Robbins: Scotch uinc. Fred Heiler,The Bells, Miss Ese White Tarant*a
Mss Ruth Nichero.. Violin Solo. Ber.
ceause, Master Jerorne Krick; accom-
panit. Miss Rose irick. Sequiedells
Mias Mildred Ilartimin Hide and Seek,
Master Morris RuL'in. Melody of Iose,
Miss Opal Horton, Th. Putterfly. Miss
Mildred Pimes. Liclestraunt. Miss
Eleanor North. Valse Arali.sque. Miss
Lillian Hayden. Polonaise in A, Mr.
Leslie Duffiy Voice of Mornir-.. Miss
Florence Walter. Paraphrasc Brillant
(Oberoni. Miss Marie Vanliorn. Silver
Nymph. Miss Irma Brown. G' 'sy Dance,
Master Herald Luber. Exhibition Dano-
ing, Mionris and Lillian Robi:ns

C'omstock Gives Reeital.
Oscar Franklin Comstock gave his clos-

ing recital Tuesday niarht In his studio,
disclosing some fine vonices. weil-trained
rind excellent interpretations. The song

rycle, which Ia full of humor and dim.cult,
was particulirly enjoyable because of the
very distinct enunciation of all the sing-
era. The complete program was as foli-
lows:
Giuseppeverdi--Ella glaammal M ama(Don Carloa) Harry ML. Forker. Wolf-

gang A. Mozart - Rondo from D
minor Concerto. Miss Ella Sargent. of the
Faelton Pian School; second piano. Mr.
Comstock; Charles W. Cadman-A Song of
Knighthood; Wilfred Sanderson-Love's
Jcurney, James P. Schick; lfred

O02ul-Eye Hath Not Seen (The Holy

City): Frances Wyman-Evening Hymn,
Mirss Mary I. E. Hartley, Howard Fisher--
Look Down Dear Eyes; James G. Mc-
Isermid-If I Knew You and You Knew
Me; Oley Speaks-Life; Thomas A. Arne--
The Pretty Creature, Harry M. Forker;
Liza Lehman-AlIce in Wonderland (song
cyclel Mrs. Walter Chamblin. Mra.
George P. Hoover, J. A. Bell. James P.
Schick,
Chureb et the Covenaut Muase.
The following meusical program has been

arranged for the Church of the Covenant

this evening, the program to be given

by Mrs. EdIth Marmion Broslus,

harpist; Mrs. F. N. Howard. soprano;

Richard Lorleburg. 'cellist. Herbert F.
Aldridge, precentor, and Louis Corning
Atwater. organist.
hlpecial program, beginning at "

o'clock: Organ solo. Mr. Atwater; harp

solo. ''Mazurka" (Schucker); soprano
solo. "Some Unto Me." (Coenen>. -oello

solo, "Bharabande." (Bach).
During service: Soprano. "Savior. Lord

Jesua," (Ave Maria) (Sichubert>. <harp
and orgara accompaniment. 'c ello
olbigato); trio for harp, 'cells. and4

orgn "Adagte feamehmis " Ta

a ~ -j1


